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Evening Song 


MEMORY OF WAR 


Dense fog hovers above the field; 
Moans and cries pierce through the gray curtain. 
Brothers fight, cousins fall, 
The crimson river grows. 


The searing metal flies. 
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EMPIRE OF LIGHT 
-After the 1953 oil painting by René Magritte 


I constantly imagine my fear. 
It continues in the world behind my eyelids. 


Running down the street, 

No visibility. 

The sun envelops the sky. 

But the earth lies in darkness. 


A glimpse of light arises from a single lamppost. 
Clinging to the cold iron, 

My breath: deep; heavy. 

My vision: hazy. 

My tears restricted, 

My eyelids cemented together. 


No idea of my surroundings, 
Only my lamppost, my vulnerable sanctuary. 
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AFRICAN CHICKENS 


Three peculiar creatures are running around all over the 
place, trying to get into the Croft and going in and out of 
Brunnenburg Castle itself, rather than staying in their pen. 
Their legs are as thin as Number 2 pencils and possess 
three talons. Their oddly-formed beards, colored like a 
flawlessly crimson tomato, are split in the middle, leaving 
them to hang under each side of the characters’ beaks. 
With cobalt blue heads, these animals walk with great 
pride, yet run in fear at the slightest noise. They stare at 
everything with such curiosity, like a baby discovering its 
own hand. The ungodly shrills that pour from their small 
beaks cut through the concrete walls of the castle and make 
everyone cringe. Who can explain these special creatures? 
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HAIKU 


The golden leaves fall 
Unveiling barren branches 
Rebirth approaches 
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THE SAVIOR 


Down the mountain again, 
Off to harvest the grapes for the Rosé. 


The sun’s watchful glare, 
My back constantly hunched: 
Pain will soon take hold. 


With an abrupt and swift motion, 

A cloud opens up. 

Zeus’ face appears. 

One solid swing of his arm 

And his messengers fill the vineyard. 


Dionysus oversees the entire process. 


The messengers choose which grapes fulfill their destiny 


And which go no farther, 
Forced to shrivel in the sun. 


Their ascension is as quick as their arrival. 
The messengers flee without accepting our gratitude. 


Zeus says, “We require no thanks, 
Simply give us all of your best wine 
And we'll call it even.” 
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7/16/99 


I love being at the beach. Vacations with Mom and Dad are 
always good. It is so exciting to be at the condo and go 
swimming in the outdoor pool and play in the warm sand. 
Me and John argued about what we're going to do tomor- 
row. John doesn’t want to go to the aquarium, but I do. 
Mom and Dad do, too! There are some cool kids here from 
Italy! Dad told me that is a long way away from the beach. 
It would be fun to go somewhere far away. I got kind of sad 
earlier. Mom said something about a plane crashing near 
some vineyard. She said a man named John-John died 
because he landed in the water. That would be scary. 
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THE WALL 


The uneven stones support me 

In a most jagged manner, 

Yet the chiming bells in the distance 

And the glow of the sun, 

Glistening between the alpine covered peaks capped with snow, 
Relax me. 


A cool breeze sends a chill over my body. 

I feel warmth again from a distinct aroma 
Floating out of Brigitte's kitchen. 

The scent of basil and garlic 

Fills my nostrils and tempts my taste buds. 


This rugged seat is not just a wall— 
It is my refuge, my repose place. 
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YEARNING 


The embossed leaves tremble in the harping wind, 
Like her jet black locks at the touch of her hand. 
If only to embrace her once more, 

To take in her sweet, rosy scent. 
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A BLIND INSIGHT 
I stumbled upon Gooly, the blind goose. 


“Oh, excuse me,” he said, 

“T didn't see you walking there.” 

We sat on a bench, overlooking the valley, 
And acquainted ourselves. 


As our conversation came to a close, 
Gooly said, 
“What a gorgeous view, ay!” 


Evening So n> 


ade 
oot 


eee 


See Ae 


Sob eas 


ese 


LPAI SE a 


lie 


Evening Song 


IN FLORENCE 


The jade marble accenting the Duomo walls: 
A colossal white cathedral made kaleidoscopic 
by the colorful slabs. 


The resting place of the cartographer of the heavens: 
A sarcophagus adorned with a bust of Galileo 
holding his instrument of choice, a telescope. 


Michelangelo's vision of the man after God's own heart: 
David, sling in hand, preparing to fight Goliath. 


Poseidon reigning over the Piazza della Signoria: 
The king of the sea sculpted out of stone. 


The birth of a goddess through Botticelli's eyes: 
Venus on a shell, rising from the ocean. 
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SANDRO’S VENUS 


On an amplified scallop shell, 
Blown ashore by the gods of the wind, 
The flowing tide delivers a seraphic being. 


Her hair glimmers like a golden tapestry. 

Draped down her back, 

Her locks gain life from the slow, unceasing breeze; 
Soft curls rest beside her smooth, ivory face. 


Celebrated with a shower of flowers, 
She will soon be adorned with a scarlet cloak, 
Ornamented with daisies and petunias. 
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THE RESCUERS 


Job selection is made. 
Our duty is to keep the weeds 
Away from the newly-birthed vines. 


Off to the vineyard! 

Pruning scissors in hand, 

We have a distinct mission: 
Rescue the vines! 


The sun watches us work. 

The figs give us shelter. 

One row down, 

There are more weeds to be destroyed. 
Rescue the vines! 


Unrestricted laughter wisks across the mountainside. 
Soil and weeds whizzing by my head, 
Everyone yelling: 

“Rescue the vines!” 
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BEDTIME 
My alarm clock is set. 


The silver-white light of the moon 

And the neon blue numbers on my clock 

Cast shadows on the pale yellow walls of my bedroom. 
The sound of rustling tree branches 

Travels through my thin windowpanes. 

Aged timber that gives my home its framework 
Creaks and groans as it settles into the cold, damp soil. 


Goodnight, world. 
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A 6 YEAR OLD’S DREAM 


Walking around the department store, 
Mom holds my hand. 

I break free. 

Noticing my independence, 

Panic sets in. 


I run, 
Searching for maternal comfort. 


A blinding light beckons me toward the heavens. 


A carved marble staircase leads to the clouds. 
I take a hesitant step. 
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DUSK 


The eternal spotlight on the Earth dips below the treetops. 
Lavender tints paint the sky. 

Darkness approaches. 

Gasping for its last breath, light fades into the distance. 
Stuck in the solitude that night uncovers, 

We wait for the revolution at dawn. 
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9/4/09 


Finally: Italy. Two years, I’ve waited for this. Even though 
I had to come with a chaperon, I’m experiencing an unpar- 
alleled freedom. Being able to make decisions and explore 
the cities that interest me makes me glad to be (finally) 
growing up. Don’t get me wrong; I thoroughly enjoyed all 
the family vacations, but something’s different when I 
travel alone. Solitude and self-dependency drive me to 
overcome fears. 


A European lifestyle appeals to me. The simplicity of the 
handmade pastas and rosemary- and garlic-seasoned 
sauces only adds to the comfortable atmosphere. I don’t 
think I’m ever going to want to leave! Softly-chiming 
church bells echo through the valley, delivering a sense of 
tranquility and homey comfort, but when I open my eyes, 
centuries of history await exploration. 
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Evening Song is a chapbook punctuated with 
memory. From the fog of war to the vineyards 
of Alto Adige, travel, conflict and the gods all 
come into play in this collection. Dionysus and 
Zeus appear to oversee the rosé harvest. The 
poet writes of a visit to Florence, where Posei- 
don reigns “over the Piazza della Signoria.” 
This small collection of poems is expansive in 
its embrace of a life of worldly exploration. 


—— Vy Luz ONIF 3 fi fF) 


This collection is a painterly work by a poet 
with an eye and ear finely tuned to beauty and 
the reverberations of history. Several of these 7 
poems offer sensuous glimpses of an influen- 7 
tial time in Italy—the cobalt and crimson of 7m 
African chickens at Brunnenburg Castle, the "4 
rich aromas of basil and garlic, the rigors and 
; —% pleasures of work in the vineyard. Mythologi- 
ae cal characters slip gracefully in and out of ii 
“ima, these lines; many of these poems resonate of Bae 
7 the “Old World;” even the ancient one. A well- yam 
informed love of fine art graces these poems Be = 
as well; Magritte features here, as do Michae- | 
_langelo and Botticelli. This gem of a chapbook 
is, among its other charms, a robust and ten- # 
der love song to Italy. 
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